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sweet features of her face, she sorrowed inwardly at the misdeed^
of her vassals, and the violence of the powerful. She took counsel
with herself how the evil might be remedied, and her wisdom sug-
gested an imitation of the gods, who, in their judicial procedure,
do not fall upon the criminal, and cut him off as it were with the
red hand; though vengeance, following with slow steps, sooner
or later overtakes him. The young Princess appointed a general
Convention of her Chivalry and States, and made proclamation,
that whoever had a grievance or a wrong to be righted, should
come forward free and fearless, under her safe-conduct. There-
upon, from every end and corner of her dominions, the maltreated
and oppressed crowded towards her; the wranglers also, and liti-
gious persons, and whoever had a legal cause against his neigh-
bour. Libussa sat upon her throne, like the goddess Themis,
and passed sentence, without respect of persons, with unerring
judgment; for the labyrinthic mazes of chicane could not lead her
astray, as they do the thick heads of city magistrates; and all
men were astonished at the wisdom with which she unravelled
the perplexed hanks of processes for mewm and tuum, and at her
uii'.vearied patience in picking out the threads of justice, never
once catching a false end, but passing them from side to side of
their embroilments, and winding them off to the uttermost thrum.
When the tumult of the parties at her bar had by degrees
diminished, and the sittings were about to be concluded, on the
last day of these assizes audience was demanded by a free neigh-
bour of the potent Wladomir, and by deputies from the subjects
of the hunter Mizisla. They were admitted, and the Freeholder
first addressing her, began: "An industrious planter/' said he,.
" fenced-in a little circuit, on the bank of a broad river, whose
waters glided clown with soft rushing through the green valley;
for, he thought, The fair stream will be a guard to me on this
side, that no hungry wild-beast eat my crops, and it will moisten
the roots of my fruit-trees, that they flourish speedily and bring
me fruit. But when the earnings of his toil were about to ripen,
the deceitful stream grew troubled; its still waters began to swell
and roar, it overflowed its banks, and carried one piece after
another of the fruitful soil along with it; and dug itself a bed
through the middle of the cultivated land; to the sorrow of the
poor planter, who had to give up his little property to the mali-
cious wasting of his strong neighbour, the raging of whose waves
he himself escaped with difficulty. Puissant daughter of the wise